XIV
GREECE
19th February, 1928.
CLEMENCEAU (noticing the portfolio ivhich I am carrying
ny arm} :  Ah, at last!    (/ take the papers out of the
portfolio and hand them to him}
MYSELF : I ask you only to look at them after I'm gone.
CLEMENCEAU :  Oh \    Why ?
MYSELF : Because I say things which you will perhaps
think I oughtn't to have said. But I shall be pleased to
have your opinion of it all the same.
CLEMENCEAU : You'll have it all right. (He begins to
turn over the leaves} What's this ? M. Clemenceau ? You
speak of M. Clemenceau. What's he ever done to you,
that M. Clemenceau ?
MYSELF : I can only speak of what I've seen, and
amongst the things I've seen the one which struck me
most strongly was yourself. But don't read it, sir, don't
read it.
CLEMENCEAU (putting the manuscript do^m} : What can
you say about M. Clemenceau ? What indeed is there to
say ?
MYSELF : How are you to-day, sir ?
CLEMENCEAU : I'm tired.
MYSELF :  Spiritually ?
CLEMENCEAU : You put questions like Victor Cousin.
Physically, spiritually, it all comes from the same shop.